176      MY LADY OF ORANGE

" In that state I " she cried " Pho I a
pretty thing/' For his hair and beard
were wet and bedraggled, and his hands
and coat bore the wine-stains thick and
wet. and he reeked, you may swear, of
Rhenish.

" Ten thousand fiends ! yes, in this state
Go when you are bid/' he thundered, and
the woman turned and fairly fled from
him. Doubtless he was a terrible sight
enough to a serving-maid Six feet and a
half of him leaning menacingly forward, a
huge fist whistling through the air, a red
face flushed dark with the wine looking
out of a ring of tangled, matted yellow
hair and beard, and two big grey eyes
flashing in the candle-light: it was enough
to frighten a serving-maid.

She was soon back again, and stood at
the other end of the passage beckoning to
him.

" She will see you:   the second door
upstairs/* she cried from afar and ran
f away.   I guess she thought GabneUe far
gone in madness.

Caspar ran up the stairs hot-foot and